A LMSSON IN FRMNCH
nest, I should have lain in that guUy till Casca and Co.
had had time to get back to the road. But, as I have
told you, my trespass had been remarked : the wasps
that had found my nose were commenting audibly upon
that organ in anything but favourable terms : and so I
crawled into the bracken the moment that Casca and
Woking entered the wood.
" Now Casca ran third. Mark that. The chauffeur
and Woking were leading, and Casca ran third. That
was to be expected: and I know it was so, because,
through the trees, I could see his white flannel bags.
I was on my hands and knees, peering. All of a sudden
I saw him falter and stop. Then, to my horror, the
blackguard came pelting back.
" I fairly lay down on that ground. Thanks to the
bracken, I must have been well out of sight: but I'd
no idea where he was going and, for all I knew, I might
be full in his path. You see, I'd made up my mind
that Casca was doing a bunk. But there I was wrong.
"On the left of the path, by the clearing, was
standing a hollow oak. Casca burst up to this, shoved
a hand in his pocket, gave one frenzied look round—
and pmied the pearh. Dropped them dean into the
tree." He produced a washleather bag. " Here's the
wallet or satchel in which they lay. Then he squirted
back up the path as hard as he could.
" Well, there you are.1 It doesn't want much
working out. Convinced that the theft of the car was
nothing less than p. prelude to the theft of the pearls,
Casca decided to offload. No doubt, as he passed it,
he'd noticed the hollow tree, and at once it occurred to
Mm that this would make an excellent safe. No one
on earth would look there ; and, whoa he was searched
and f<m»$ empty, the thieves and Woking would simply
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